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PREFACE 


The  company  which  left  City  Point  numbered  nearly  200,  and  in- 
cluded alumni  and  their  families  and  friends.  It  was  a perfect  June  day. 
The  south  lawn,  where  the  exercises  were  held  in  the  open,  was  decorated 
with  the  School  colors,  blue  and  gold.  At  one  side  The  Farm  and 
Trades  School  Band  was  stationed,  and  behind  them  the  boys  and 
instructors.  In  the  center  were  seats  for  the  alumni  and  their  friends. 
At  the  front  were  several  members  of  the  Board  of  Managers,  including 
President  Alfred  Bowditch,  Secretary  Tucker  Daland,  and  Thomas  J. 
Evans,  ’64.  Walter  B.  Foster,  ’78,  president  of  the  Alumni  Association, 
presided,  and  he  called  upon  Rev.  George  W.  Russell,  ’86,  of  East 
Dover,  Vt.,  to  make  the  invocation.  President  Foster’s  address  dealt 
with  the  obligation  of  the  alumni  to  the  School  and  expressed  the  hopes 
for  the  future.  Harry  A.  English,  ’96,  of  Boston,  a member  of  the  Suffolk 
bar,  was  orator  of  the  day,  and  his  effort  not  only  did  himself,  but  his 
School  as  well,  proud.  With  instrumental  accompaniment,  the  under- 
graduates sang  the  School  song,  “Cheer  for  Thompson’s  Island.”  Frank 
C.  Simpson,  ’03,  of  Somerville,  read  an  original  poem,  entitled  “Our 
Mother  School.”  Richard  Bell,  ’73,  of  Dorchester,  treasurer  of  the 
Alumni  Association,  made  the  formal  presentation  of  the  alumni  gift, 
a check  for  $1700,  which  was  accepted  for  the  School  by  President 
Alfred  Bowditch  of  the  Board  of  Managers,  and  who  spoke  of  the 
significance  of  such  a gift,  and  how  much  it  expressed  in  loyalty  and  in- 
terest. He  said  the  Alumni  Association  was  one  of  the  best  assets  of 
the  School.  With  a few  words  from  Mr.  Bradley  and  the  benediction 
by  Rev.  George  W.  Russell,  the  formal  exercises  came  to  an  end. 

A business  meeting  of  the  association  followed  in  the  Assembly  Hall, 
where  an  illuminated  and  framed  address  v/as  presented  by  Richard  Bell, 
declaring  that  “We,  the  undersigned  graduates  present  at  the  culminating 
event  at  the  School  in  commemoration  of  the  one  hundredth  anniver- 
sary, and  with  hearts  filled  with  pride  and  love,  hereby  renew  our  vows  of 
loyalty  to  our  beloved  School  and  its  distinctive  work.”  - Then  followed 


blank  spaces  for  signatures.  Before  the  day  was  over  this  was  signed  by 
all  and  it  now  has  a place  on  the  walls  of  the  School,  memorial  of  the 
great  occasion. 

The  usual  $25.00  was  given  Mr.  Bradley  to  be  used  for  the  boys’ 
pleasure,  and  the  passing  of  the  hat  brought  in  $106.25  additional,  to  be 
used  as  he  saw  fit. 

Luncheon  was  served  on  the  east  lawn.  During  the  afternoon  the 
usual  games  and  sports  for  the  undergraduates  occurred,  the  alumni  con- 
tributing money  for  cash  prizes  of  50,  30  and  20  cents  in  each  event. 
For  the  alumni  the  chief  sporting  event  was  the  base-ball  game  between 
married  and  single  men,  which  was  won  by  the  latter  by  a score  of  1 9 to 
16.  Dancing  in  the  Assembly  Hall  occupied  the  late  afternoon.  Supper 
v/as  served  on  the  tennis  lawn. 

Through  the  generosity  of  an  alumnus  there  was  a display  of  fire- 
v/orks  at  night,  for  which  most  of  the  company  remained,  and  which 
closed  the  celebration. 

The  following  were  present: 

George  J.  Alcott:  William  and  Mrs.  Alcott,  Miss  Marion  Alcott, 
Miss  Louise  Alcott,  Roger  Alcott;  George  H.  Appel;  Henry  M. 
Bassett,  Mrs.  Augustus  Bassett,  Mr.  Bassett;  Clarence  W.  and 
Mrs.  Barr;  George  L.  and  Mrs.  Bell;  Richard  and  Mrs.  Bell 

Miss  Alice  Bell,  Miss  Frances  Bell;  Mr.  Francis  G.  Libby;  Albert  S. 
Beetchy;  Edson  M.  Eemis;  Miss  Eliot;  John  E.  and  Mrs.  Bete,  Channing 
Bete,  Raymond  Bete;  Sherman  G.  and  Mrs.  Brasher;  Charles  H. 
Bridgham;  George  E.  and  Mrs.  Bridgham;  Frank  G.  Bryant;  Charles 

A.  Blatchford;  Lewis  C.  and  Mrs.  Buettner;  Edward  and  Mrs.  Capaul, 
Miss  Myrtle  J.  Capaul;  Walter  L.  and  Mrs.  Carpenter;  Ernest  M.  Catton; 
V/illiam  G.  Cummings;  George  and  Mrs.  Buchan,  Miss  Pauline  Buchan, 
Chester  W.  Buchan,  Harold  B.  Buchan;  Augustus  N.  Doe;  Horace  A. 
Lattimer;  Charles  and  Mrs.  Duncan,  Miss  Barbara  Duncan;  Almond  H. 
Dutton,  Miss  Doris  Dutton,  Donald  Dutton;  Miss  Grace  Bassett;  Howard 

B.  Ellis,  Howard  B.  Ellis,  Jr.;  Merton  P.  and  Mrs.  Ellis;  Harry  A. 
English,  Mrs.  Fanny  English;  John  O.  Enright;  Thomas  J.  and  Mrs. 
Evans;  Miss  L.  M.  Irish;  Ernest  B.  Favier,  Miss  Alice  Favier,  Ernest 
Favier;  Arthur  D.  and  Mrs.  Fearing,  Mrs.  Mary  A.  Fearing;  Walter  B. 
Foster;  Herbert  W.  and  Mrs.  French,  W.  and  Mrs.  Hobart  French; 
Ralph  L.  Gordon;  Robert  Gordon;  S.  Tilden;  Lewis  Tilden;  James  H. 
and  Mrs.  Graham;  A.  Farley  Brewer;  Elwyn  Simons;  James  Gregory; 


Robert  W.  Gregory;  Frank  W.  and  Mrs.  Harris;  George  K.  and  Mrs. 
Hartmann;  Alden  B.  Hefler;  Soloman  B.  Holman;  George  M.  Holmes; 

H.  Champney  and  Mrs.  Hughes,  Miss  Dorothy  Hughes;  William  N. 
Hughes;  Alfred  W.  Jacobs;  Harold  Y.  Jacobs;  Leslie  R.  Jones;  Miss 
Lillian  Anderson;  Walter].  Kerwin;  Thornton  B.  and  Mrs.  Lewis;  Frank 

I.  Lombard;  Clarence  W'.  and  Mrs.  Loud,  Miss  Edith  Loud,  Miss  Ruth 
Loud,  Clarence  W.  Loud,  Jr.;  Mrs.  H.  B.  Stoddard;  Alfred  C.  and  Mrs. 
Malm;  Edwin  L.  and  Mrs.  Marshall,  Miss  Beatrice  C.  Marshall,  Louis  C. 
Marshall;  Charles  W.  Matthews,  Miss  Matthews;  Louis  E.  Means; 
Prescott  B.  Merrifield;  Thomas  Milne;  Edward  A.  Moore;  Bernard  F. 
Murdock;  Miss  B.  M.  Waddell;  George  G.  Noren;  Mrs.  J.  F.  Mitchell; 
Mrs.  C.  H.  Bridgham;  Clarence  O.  Norrby;  Walter  D.  and  Mrs.  Nor- 
wood; James  A.  Peak;  Willard  H.  Perry;  Frederick  W.  and  Mrs.  Piercy, 
Miss  Eva  Piercy,  Russell  Piercy;  John  J.  and  Mrs.  Powers;  Michael  J. 
and  Mrs.  Powers;  Albert  E.  and  Mrs.  Pratt;  I.  Banks  and  Mrs.  Quimby; 
Eliot  Rowell;  Miss  Alice  Corey;  Rev.  George  W.  and  Mrs.  Russell; 
Harold  N.  Silver;  Lawrence  C.  Silver;  Frank  C.  and  Mrs.  Simpson; 
Charles  A.  Smith;  Mrs.  Ella  G.  Keller,  Miss  Marion  Keller;  Miss  Mable 
E.  Smith;  John  M.  Travers;  Herbert  A.  Souther;  Miss  M.  F.  Healey; 
Charles  F.  Spear;  Dick  W.  Steenbruggen;  Carl  Steinbrick;  Henry  M. 
Stokes;  Harold  S.  and  Mrs.  Taylor,  Miss  Priscilla  L.  Taylor,  Harold  S. 
Taylor,  Jr.;  Frederick  P.  and  Mrs.  Thayer;  Bruce  L.  and  Mrs.  Valiquet; 
Herbert  D.  and  Mrs.  Rice;  Charles  E.  Warner;  Elbert  L.  West;  Miss 
Sophie  Polak;  Richard  W.  Weston;  William  J.  White;  Mrs.  William  J. 
Wickett;  Miss  Ida  L.  Linton;  Carl  L.  Wittig. 


PROGRAMME 


MORNING 


ON  THE  FRONT  LAWN 


OPENING  ADDRESS 


ADDRESS 


INVOCATION 


Rev.  George  W.  Russell,  ’86 
Mr.  Walter  B.  Foster,  78 
Mr.  Harry  A.  English,  ’96 


ORIGINAL  POEM 


“Our  Mother  School” 


Mr.  Frank  C.  Simpson,  ’03 

PRESENTATION  OF  ALUMNI  GIFT  OF  $1700 
Mr.  Richard  Bell,  ’73 

ACCEPTANCE  FOR  THE  BOARD  OF  MANAGERS 
Mr.  Alfred  Bowditch,  President 

AN  APPRECIATION  Mr.  Charles  H.  Bradley 

BENEDICTION  Rev.  George  W.  Russell,  ’86 

BUSINESS  MEETING  in  the  assembly  hall 
PRESENTATION  OF  ILLUMINATED  ADDRESS 


PRESENTATION  OF  $25.00  for  boys’  pleasure 
DONATION  OF  $106.25  to  be  used  at  mr.  bradley’s  discretion 


Mr.  Richard  Bell,’  73 


LUNCHEON 


ON  THE  EAST  LAWN 


AFTERNOON 


SPORTS  ON  THE  PLAYGROUND 


DANCING  IN  THE  ASSEMBLY  HALL 


SUPPER 


ON  THE  TENNIS  LAWN 


EVENING 


FIREWORKS  on  the  playground 

TAPS 


OPENING  ADDRESS 

WALTER  B.  FOSTER  78 

President  of  the  Alumni  Association  of  The  Farm  and  Trades  School 
Ladies  and  Gentlemen: 

We,  the  boys  of  the  days  that  are  gone,  are  gathered  today  to 
show  our  regard,  our  reverence,  and  our  love  for  our  alma  mater — our 
foster  mother — our  kind  mother  who  took  us  in  as  little  shavers,  fed  us 
clothed  us,  gave  us  the  foundation  of  such  education  as  we  have;  taught 
us  to  work  and  to  play;  to  be  honest,  to  be  upright,  honorable  men;  and 
during  those  years  gave  us  a home  on  this  beautiful  Island.  It  was  our 
home,  and  we  thank  the  Managers,  and  the  Superintendent  and  his 
good  wife,  for  the  kind  invitation  which  makes  our  annual  visit  possible, 
which  gives  us  the  opportunity  to  meet  old  friends,  with  whom  we  have 
worked,  and  played,  and  lived,  thus  renewing  the  hopes  and  the  ambi- 
tions that  had  their  inception  here.  We  do  not  come  here  claiming 
any  rights  in  the  old  home,  for  we  have  none,  but  we  do  feel  deeply 
and  reverently,  the  obligation  which  we  owe  her,  and  we  thoroughly 
appreciate  the  opportunity  to  come,  and  the  kindly  welcome  always 
given  us. 

The  kind  mother  is  now  100  years  old,  and  her  century  of 
service  has  been  fittingly  observed.  The  daily  press  of  Boston  gen- 
erously gave  space  to  chronicle  the  anniversary  and  to  describe  the 
School  and  the  good  work  it  is  doing.  Those  who  were  present  at  the 
Old  South  Church  will  always  remember  with  pride  the  service  there; 
the  words  of  Mr.  Curtis  and  of  Bishop  Lawrence;  the  kindly  tribute  of 
President  Lowell,  and  of  our  own  Charles  Evans,  whose  address  we 
could  not  help  thinking  was  better  than  any  that  had  preceded  it;  and 
then  I am  going  to  say,  also,  our  own  Charles  H.  Bradley,  for  although 
he  is  not  strictly  one  of  us,  what  he  has  done  for  our  kind  mother  has 
taught  us  to  honor  and  to  love  him. 

We,  who  knew  them  and  were  under  their  care,  cannot  come 
here  without  remembering  William  A.  Morse  and  John  R.  Morse. 
The  best  part  of  their  lives  was  spent  in  the  service  of  this  School,  and 
we  would  that  they  could  be  here  today,  that  we  might  show  them  our 
regard  and  our  appreciation  of  the  strong  influence  for  good  they  have 
been  in  our  lives. 


The  exercises  today  are  a tribute  of  the  Alumni  to  the  old  School, 
to  the  men  of  the  past  who  organized  it,  and  to  all  who  have  supported 
it  through  the  years  that  are  gone;  and  we  have  asked  you  boys  of  today 
to  join  with  us  in  this  tribute  to  our  alma  mater.  The  kind  mother 
has  done  for  us  what  she  is  doing  for  you  today,  only  she  has  gained  wis- 
dom and  experience  with  the  years  and  can  do  more  for  you  than 
she  could  for  many  of  us.  We  have  been  where  you  are  and  have 
done  the  same  homely  daily  work  you  are  doing.  We  have  scrubbed 
the  same  floors,  washed  the  same  windows,  conned  similar  lessons, 
planted  potatoes,  corn  and  the  various  other  crops  raised  on  the  farm;  we 
have  helped  to  care  for  and  gather  them  in  the  same  fields,  much  as 
you  are  doing  today.  In  the  same  places  we  have  played  the  games 
you  play.  We  enjoyed  our  swim  as  you  do  yours,  coasted  down  the 
same  hills,  and  skated  where  you  skate.  In  short,  we  have  done  the  same 
things,  built  much  the  same  air-castles  and  had  similar  ambitions  to 
those  which  are  springing  into  being  within  you  today,  and  1 hope  that 
to  each  of  you  will  come,  in  the  future,  a much  fuller  realization  of 
your  hopes  and  ambitions,  and  that  the  success  of  each  one  of  you  will 
be  far  greater  than  that  which  has  come  to  any  of  us;  and  it  will  come, 
and  the  hopes  and  ambitions  will  be  realized,  if  you  are  willing  to 
work  hard  enough. 

One  hundred  years  of  the  usefulness  of  taking  in  worthy,  orphan  and 
needy  boys,  and  in  trying  to  fit  them  for  the  battle  of  life  and  make  men 
of  them,  is  the  record  of  our  kind  mother,  and  we  are  proud  of  that  record. 
Her  sons  have  quietly,  without  ostentation,  done  their  work;  lived  their 
lives,  in  most  cases,  so  as  to  have  and  deserve  the  respect  of  all  who 
have  known  them.  Some  have  offered  their  lives  to  their  country  and 
in  two  instances  of  which  we  know  the  sacrifice  was  accepted,  and  the 
lives  wiped  out  by  rebel  bullets.  Thus  the  sons  of  our  kind  mother 
have  been  willing  to  do  and  to  give  all  that  man  can  do  for  this  flag  of 
ours.  One  of  those  who  offered  was  our  Thomas  J.  Evans,  whom  the 
Managers  have  honored  by  making  him  one  of  their  board,  and  another 
is  Solomon  B.  Holman.  They  are  both  with  us  today,  to  lay  the 
sheaves  they  have  garnered  from  life,  reverently  and  affectionately,  on 
the  altar  of  our  kind  mother.  One  of  the  highest  pleasures  a man  can 
receive  is  to  have  his  own  dear  old  mother  say  to  him,  “1  am  proud 
of  my  boy,”  and  this  our  old  mother  says  to  them  today.  Old  mother, 
did  I say?  Yes,  a century  old,  but  still  young  enough  to  live  through 


all  the  centuries  to  come,  while  there  be  need  of  the  holy  work  she  is 
doing.  These  exercises  are  in  her  honor,  and  may  we  not  think  that 
those  who  organized  this  School,  those  who  have  managed  it  in  the 
past,  those  who  have  supported  it  and  worked  for  it,  those  who  were 
officers  and  instructors  here,  and  many  of  the  old  boys,  are  with  us  here 
today  in  spirit?  Those  who  have  joined 

“the  choir  invisible 

Of  those  immortal  dead  who  live  again 
In  minds  made  better  by  their  presence:  live 
In  pulses  stirred  to  generosity. 

In  deeds  of  daring  rectitude,  in  scorn 
For  miserable  aims  that  end  with  self, 

In  thoughts  sublime  that  pierce  the  night  like  stars. 

And  with  their  mild  persistence  urge  man’s  search 
To  vaster  issues.” 

These  are  the  opening  days  of  our  kind  mother’s  second  century, 
and  our  Alumni  Association  offers  to  the  Managers,  and  to  Mr.  Bradley 
any  service  we  can  render  the  School.  We  wish,  as  do  you,  that  the 
boys  of  today  and  of  all  the  tomorrows  shall  have  a better  preparation 
for  life  than  we  had,  and  as  a token  of  our  sincere  desire  to  help  ac- 
complish this,  our  treasurer  will  have  something  to  say  about  the 
nucleus  of  an  alumni  fund,  to  which  we  hope  and  propose  to  add  each 
year;  and,  boys  of  the  yesterdays,  boys  of  to-day,  and  of  all  the  to- 
morrows, we  should  see  to  it  that  the  close  of  the  second  century  of  the 
life  of  our  kind  mother  shall  find  this  fund  as  large  as  all  the  other 
funds  of  the  School  combined. 

When  we  examine  ourselves,  are  strictly  honest  with  ourselves, 
we  know  that  we  can  accomplish  more  than  we  ever  have  yet,  if  we 
will  only  work  harder — try  harder.  Is  not  this  a good  time  for  a little 
self-examination  and  self-analysis,  in  these  opening  days  of  our  kind 
mother’s  new  century,  and  to  realize  that  we  can  do  more  than  we 
have  done,  and  to  determine  that  we  will?  I hesitate  even  to  suggest 
this  to  the  Managers,  who  are  doing  so  much,  or,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Bradley,  who  are  wearing  out  nerve,  and  heart,  and  brain  in  the  service 
of  the  School.  The  real  mother  is  proud  of  her  privilege  to  give  to  the 
world  good  men,  good  women,  and  we  all  expect  our  kind  mother  to  go 
on  through  the  years  to  come,  giving  to  our  beloved  commonwealth 
and  our  great  country,  born  of  the  blood  and  the  sacrifices  of  our  fore- 


fathers  and  mothers,  clean,  honest,  honorable,  upright,  clear  thinking 
men  who  know  what  charity  means  in  its  broadest  sense,  and  are 
ready  to  practice  it;  who  forget  self  and  selfish  pleasures,  and  are  toil- 
ing to  make  the  utmost  of  the  talents  with  which  they  have  been 
endowed,  not  for  themselves,  but  for  the  glory  of  God,  our  country,  and 
our  alma  mater. 


ADDRESS 

MR.  HARRY  A.  ENGLISH.  ’96 


Within  the  middle  decade  of  the  first  score  of  years  of  the  last 
century,  many  eminent  men  were  born;  men  whose  lives  still  live  in 
the  remembrance  of  the  world,  for  within  the  past  few  years  a series  of 
birthday  centennials  have  been  celebrated.  Some  of  these  men  were 
poets  or  authors,  others  were  soldiers  or  statesmen,  but  whatever  their 
calling,  they  wrought  a deep  and  lasting  and  beneficial  influence  on  the 
affairs  of  mankind;  their  deeds  still  inspire  us  to  nobler  purpose  and 
their  words  remain  with  us,  a priceless  heritage.  It  is  but  natural 
then,  as  the  one  hundredth  anniversaries  of  the  birth  of  these  men 
come  round,  that  the  world  should  pause  a moment  and  do  homage 
to  their  memory  and  recount  their  manifold  and  self-sacrificing 
services  in  the  interest  of  their  fellow-men.  These  celebrations  are 
of  great  value;  the  men  of  the  present  day,  hearing  the  virtues  of  the 
men  of  a former  generation  extolled,  are  kindled  with  a spirit  of  emu- 
lation to  make  their  lives  also  a blessing  to  their  fellows. 

This  present  occasion  should  breathe  the  same  sort  of  spirit,  or  we 
should  lose  much  of  the  object  of  our  gathering  together.  For  we,  too, 
are  celebrating  a birthday  centennial,  not  indeed  of  a mortal  man,  but 
of  a deathless  being,  whose  strength  and  vigor  is  undiminished  after 
100  years  of  faithful  service.  During  the  same  decade  that  saw 
the  birth  of  these  many  great  men,  this  School  sprang  into  exist- 
ence. Coming  into  life  during  that  auspicious  period,  its  whole  career 
has  been  commensurate  with  the  circumstances  of  its  birth. 

In  this  birth-year  celebration  of  ours,  we  enjoy  a privilege  unknown 
to  the  world,  when  it  gathers  on  a like  occasion,  to  heap  encomiums 
upon  the  achievements  of  its  benefactors.  In  those  commemorative 
exercises  there  must  of  necessity  be  mingled  a certain  sense  of  sadness 
that  the  recipient  of  so  many  words  of  praise  should  exist  in  fame  only. 
And  moreover,  how  often  does  it  happen  that  too  late  the  world  dis- 
covers and  recognizes  the  worth  of  some  of  its  citizens,  and  then  only 
after  they  have  left  the  earth,  when  tardy  recognition  is  of  no  value  to 
them.  We,  on  this  occasion,  are  in  a far  more  fortunate  situation.  Not 
only  do  we  honor  a memory;  we  do  more,  we  honor  a living,  vital  force, 
whose  activity  and  usefulness  are  no  whit  lessened  by  the  weight  of  its 


many  years,  nay  rather,  its  vitality  and  power  for  good  seem  to  grow 
with  the  growth  of  its  years.  And  our  presence  here  today  exonerates 
us  from  the  charge  too  often  justly  brought  against  the  world.  Our 
recognition  of  benefits  received  here  is  not  tardy.  We  have  not  come 
to  bestow  our  praises  when  their  object  has  passed  from  among  us;  our 
presence  is  opportune,  and  our  praises  are  timely. 

If  we  were  to  inquire  into  the  reason  why  these  centennial  cele- 
brations have  been  instituted,  why  business  and  pleasure  are  laid  aside 
for  a season  and  the  events  of  the  past  recalled  and  their  connection 
with  the  present  established,  we  should  find,  I believe,  that  it  is  because 
man  recognizes  how  immense  a debt  he  owes  his  predecessors  and  is 
fully  conscious  that  unless  they  had  toiled  and  accomplished  great 
things,  he  would  not  now  enjoy  the  blessings  of  a m.odern  and  enlight- 
ened time.  The  present  is  a growth  of  the  past;  the  greater  part  of  all 
we  possess  is  an  accumulation  of  the  ages.  The  observation  of  these 
centenaries,  then,  finds  its  cause  in  an  effort  to  make  adequate  return, 
so  far  as  the  nature  of  things  allows,  for  countless  benefactions;  and 
this  is  done  by  extolling  the  lives  and  works  of  the  more  conspicuous  and 
noteworthy  among  those  who  have  labored  and  into  whose  labors  we 
have  entered. 

The  same  cause,  the  recognition  of  a debt  by  no  means  small,  has 
stirred  us,  the  Alumni  of  the  Farm  and  Trades  School,  and  brought  us 
to  this  Island  again  and  compelled  us  to  participate  in  these  exercises. 
In  this  manner  do  we  seek  to  make  known  our  gratitude  to  the  found- 
ers of  this  institution,  and  to  their  successors  whose  generosity  has 
made  possible  its  centennium  of  existence.  In  our  language  there  is 
no  word  more  expressive  of  our  feelings  toward  this  school  than  grati- 
tude; there  is,  however,  no  word  whose  sentiment  is  more  difficult  of 
expression.  On  the  one  hand,  we  are  in  danger  of  belittling  ourselves 
and  the  object  of  our  thanks  with  protestations  too  profuse;  and  on  the 
other  hand,  we  are  in  danger  of  not  fully  giving  voice  to  that  felling  of 
thankfulness  which  every  one  of  us  must  harbor.  But  wheather  or  not 
we  are  fortunate  enough  appropriately  to  express  that  felling,  it  is  our 
duty  to  make  known  its  presence. 

We  would  not  have  it  said  of  us  that  we  were  lacking  in  that 
respect.  Upon  none  of  the  faults  of  man  is  more  opprobrium  heaped. 
It  was  ingratitude  that  broke  the  heart  of  King  Lear;  it  slew  the  great 
dictator  of  Rome:  “Ingratitude  miore  strong  than  traitors’  arms  quite 


vanquished  him.”  Too  late  Satan  realized  it  was  ingratitude  alone 
that  cast  him  out  from  heaven;  too  late  he  understood  a grateful  heart 
by  owing  owes  not,  but  is  at  once  indebted  and  discharged.  A sad 
part  of  any  man’s  life  are  those  moments  when  he  fails  to  recognize 
and  appreciate  the  benefits  conferred  upon  him.  That  man  has  a 
base  soul,  who  refuses,  when  he  has  received  good  at  the  hands  of 
another,  to  thank  him  for  it.  May  this  never  be  true  of  us. 

Gratitude,  however,  although  it  occupies  the  chief  place,  is  not  the 
only  emotion  that  finds  lodgment  with  us  today.  The  spirit  of 
reminiscence  has  been  awakened  within  us;  we  live  over  again  the 
days  of  our  boyhood  spent  upon  this  Island.  To  us  it  is  a hallowed 
spot;  it  was  once  our  home.  What  matters  it  to  us  in  whom  the  title 
of  the  land  resides?  This  island  is  ours  because  we  knov/  it  and  love 
it.  Our  feet  have  explored  its  every  nook  and  corner.  We  have 
cultivated  its  soil  and  tramped  back  and  forth  over  its  surface,  busy 
with  our  various  employments,  for  many  years.  Many  a time  we  have 
searched  among  the  seaweed  on  these  beaches  for  the  curious  articles 
from  far-off  lands,  cast  up  and  left  by  the  receding  tides;  or,  tired  of 
treasure-seeking,  we  improvised  fireplaces  and  enjoyed  appetizing 
clambakes,  the  clams  taken  from  the  very  shores  we  had  just  trodden. 
In  the  summer  time  we  have  swum  in  these  encircling  waters;  and  in 
those  winters  when  the  cold  was  intense  enough  we  skated  on  their 
surface.  The  inspiring  sight  of  great  ships  passing  out  to  sea  and 
returning  from  foreign  countries  was  part  of  our  daily  life.  So  too 
was  the  play  of  the  elements,  whether  the  gentler  moods  when  the 
waters  of  the  harbor  are  placid,  when  little  boats  venture  out;  or  the 
fiercer  moods,  when  in  the  raging  storms  we  have  seen  the  sea  lashed 
to  fury  dashing  white  against  the  distant  Brewsters.  These  scenes 
unconsciously  sunk  into  our  minds  and  our  lives  were  thereby  made 
richer  and  fuller.  How  often  amid  the  toil  of  our  struggling  careers  do 
we  find  it  necessary  to  recall  these  scenes,  wherein  we  saw  the  hand 
of  God  at  work,  and  from  them  gather  strength  for  fresh  efforts.  The 
very  remembrance  of  Thompson’s  Island  and  its  environment  is  a 
restorative. 

This  home  coming  of  ours  is  made  doubly  delightful  by  the  pres- 
ence of  the  companions  of  those  boyhood  days.  The  sight  of  their 
long-absent  faces  and  the  renewal  of  their  acquaintance  add  greatly 
to  our  pleasure.  And  herein  does  this  Island  and  its  School  serve  us 


a good  turn:  it  affords  us  place  and  opportunity  to  renew  the  friend- 
ships of  our  youth  where  they  were  formed.  That  man  to  whom  is 
accorded  the  privilege  of  periodically  taking  himself  back  to  the  scenes 
of  his  boyhood  and  there  meeting  the  shares  of  his  joys  and  sorrows  is 
truly  fortunate.  That  privilege  is  ours. 

In  there  days  of  rapid  concetration  of  population  in  great  cities 
when  the  old  landmarks  fast  disappear  before  the  advancing  tide  of 
incoming  inhabitants,  it  is  a pleasure  to  find  a place  that  preserves  its 
pristine  beauty.  The  old  landmarks  of  Boston  are  passing  away, 
except  in  rare  instances,  and  with  them  the  links  which  connect  us 
with  the  kind  of  men  who  founded  this  institution;  but  we  have  every 
assurance  that  this  venerble  building  which  sheltered  us  for  so  many 
years,  when  many  of  us  were  sadly  in  need  of  shelter,  has  promise  of 
a long  life  to  come.  Here,  at  least,  is  one  place,  dear  to  our  hearts, 
which  will  continue  throughout  our  lives,  with  now  and  then  an  im- 
provement, practically  as  it  was  when  we  lived  here.  Let  us  catalogue 
this  fact  among  our  dearer  possessions. 

Fellow  alumni,  this  occasion  calls  for  something  more  than 
reminiscence,  something  more  than  the  verbal  expression  of  gratitude. 
This  year  marks  the  first  centennial  of  the  founding  of  this  School;  for 
100  years  it  has  been  engaged  in  the  business  of  equipping  boys 
for  the  serious  task  of  living  an  upright  and  successful  life.  The 
greater  portion  of  these  years  it  was  entirely  unaided  by  its  graduates; 
but  during  these  latter  years  the  sentiment  has  been  waxing  stronger 
that  this  was  manifestly  unjust,  and  that  the  graduates  of  this  School, 
those  who  have  benefited  most  by  its  existence,  should  share  the 
burden  of  its  maintenance.  Nothing  could  be  more  appropriate,  nor 
should  anything  be  more  inevitable  than  that  this  sentiment  should 
grow  until  something  in  the  nature  of  alumni  scholarships  are  estab- 
lished here.  This  day  and  occasion  will  have  lost  some  of  their 
possibilities,  unless  the  the  idea  of  making  ever  greater  returns  to,  our 
alma  mater  strikes  deeper  roots  into  our  purposes. 

Boys  of  The  Farm  and  Trades  School,  this  Island  home  of  yours 
affords  you  far  greater  educational  advantages  than  it  afforded  these 
alumni  when  they  were  boys  here;  your  duty  toward  it  is  therefore  the 
greater.  Increased  ability  resulting  from  these  additional  opportunities 
for  preparation,  carries  with  it  a corresponding  increase  of  respon- 
sibility. Not  only  must  you  reach  the  success  attained  by  the  gradu- 


ates  of  this  School,  you  must  do  better  than  they  have  done,  or  the 
greater  pains  expended  in  educating  and  fitting  you  for  life  will  have 
been  spent  in  vain. 

Consider  with  me  for  a moment  the  advantages  of  your  situation, 
nor  think  your  lot  a hard  one.  You  may  think  it  a hardship  to  be 
deprived  of  your  families;  boys  in  private  preparatory  schools  are  also 
deprived  of  theirs.  You  may  think  it  a grevious  thing  to  be  isolated 
from  the  world  of  affairs;  therein  lies  the  chief  advantage  of  your 
position.  Consider  the  lot  of  the  city  boy,  who  is  acquainted  with  all 
that  goes  on  in  the  city,  but  whose  life  is  pent  up  between  rows  of  high 
buildings  and  whose  acquaintance  with  nature  is  limited.  The  value 
of  a life  spent  in  the  open,  with  the  whole  sweep  of  the  sky  from  horizon 
to  horizon  before  you,  surrounded  by  trees,  and  shrubs  and  flowers, 
and  close  by  the  great  ocean,  cannot  be  readily  overestimated.  This 
Island  home  of  yours  affords  your  daily  lives  a picture  of  surpassing 
beauty,  which  unknown  to  yourselves  is  weaving  itself  into  your 
memories,  there  to  remain  until  a day  of  need.  That  day  will  come  in 
the  midst  of  your  future  toil  and  struggle  to  make  good,  perchance  when 
momentary  discouragement  overtakes  you;  your  memory  will  then  give 
back  what  it  is  now  storing  up.  You  will  again  see  the  islands  of  the 
harbor  with  their  forts  and  lighthouses;  you  will  see  again  the  elms  on 
Apple  Island,  which  to  me  when  I was  a boy  here,  were  so  many  palm 
trees;  the  Blue  Hills  will  loom  up  again  before  you,  and  all  the  wide 
expanse  of  land  and  water  will  come  to  you  refreshingly  and  restore 
your  tired  spirits.  For  in  the  remembrance  of  the  scenes  of  a man’s 
boyhood  days  a great  part  of  his  sustaining  strength  lies.  These  things 
seldom  fall  to  the  lot  of  the  city  boy. 

When  you  leave  this  School,  you  will  go  well  equipped  to  contend 
with  the  forces  of  the  world.  If  you  do  not  hold  your  own,  the  fault 
will  lie  with  yourselves.  When  you  go  away,  carry  with  you  some  big 
purpose  and  resolutely  cling  to  it.  Conceive  some  noble  mission  in 
life;  set  your  whole  heart  inflexibly  upon  it;  and  let  no  stress  of  adver- 
sity, no  failure  of  temporary  expectations  discourage  you.  If  circum- 
stances compel  you  to  forego  your  cherished  plans  for  a while,  take 
them  up  again  at  the  earliest  opportunity.  Pursue  them  relentlessly, 
and  you  will  finally  attain  your  goal,  a credit  to  this  School,  to  your  fel- 
low alumni,  and  to  those  who  have  made  this  School  possible. 


But  in  the  hour  of  your  success  do  not  forget  any  of  the  steps  of 
your  progress;  do  not  spurn  your  humble  beginning.  Remember  this 
School  is  the  first  rung  in  your  ladder;  that  this  is  a stepping  stone  by 
which  you  have  risen  to  higher  things;  that  this  is  the  place  where  you 
girded  yourselves  for  a conflict.  Let  this  fact  hold  a large  place  in 
your  memory,  namely,  that  the  part  this  School  is  going  to  play  in  your 
success  will  not  be  so  inconsiderable  as  you  might  imagine;  for  how- 
ever inflexible  a will  you  may  possess,  however  assiduously  you  may 
apply  yourselves  to  your  studies,  however  diligent  you  may  be  in  your 
business,  your  ultimate  success  will  in  large  measure  depend  upon 
your  health  and  strength.  Do  not  underestimate  the  importance  of  a 
healthy  body;  its  value  is  inestimable;  and  bear  in  mind  that  this  good 
health,  and  1 know  you  will  possess  it,  will  be  due  largely  to  the  whole- 
some food  you  eat,  to  the  invigorating  air  you  breathe,  fresh  from 
the  ocean,  and  to  your  present  training  and  mode  of  life. 

Since  then  your  success  will  be  owing  in  part  at  least  to  this 
School,  what  is  your  undeniable  duty  toward  it?  Will  you  choose  to 
act  as  some  graduates  have,  go  out  into  the  world,  achieve  great  busi- 
ness success,  and  entirely  ignore  your  alma  mater,  vainly  endeavor- 
ing to  hide  from  the  world  that  you  were  boys  here?  Will  you  let  your 
honor  and  gratitude  be  measured  by  such  standards?  I cannot  believe 
it  of  you.  You  will  be  too  keenly  alive  to  your  manifest  obligations. 
You  may  well  take  as  your  example,  these  alumni  who  cherish  the 
name  and  reputation  of  their  beloved  alma  mater. 

Now,  before  these  remarks  of  mine  have  drawn  to  a close,  I can- 
not do  better  than  express  to  you,  the  managers  and  officers  of  the 
school,  to  you  and  your  predecessors,  the  heart-felt  thanks  of  those  to 
whom  you  have  extended  a helping  hand  and  whose  possibilities  in 
life  have  been  increased  through  your  efforts.  Yours  is  a trying  situa- 
tion. You  have  taken  upon  yourselves  grave  responsibilities;  you  have 
taken  young  lives  into  your  hands  and  keeping,  and  have  imposed  upon 
yourselves  the  task  of  imparting  suitable  training  to  those  lives. 
You  have  taken  them  at  their  most  impressionable  period;  the  lessons 
they  learn  now  will  cling  to  them  through  life.  How  well  you  have 
borne  these  heavy  responsibilities,  how  faithfully  you  have  performed 
your  self-imposed  task,  the  alumni  of  the  Farm  and  Trades  School 
bear  witness. 


POEM 


OUR  MOTHER  SCHOOL 
Mr.  Frank  C.  Simpson,  ’03 


Fair  School  of  cherished  memories, 

With  feelings  most  sincere. 

We  tell  today  we’re  proud  of  you. 

In  this  one  hundredth  year. 

One  hundred  years  unceasingly 
You’ve  sheltered  from  the  strife. 

And  taught  and  trained  one  hundred  youth 
To  live  the  upright  life. 

You  taught  us  here  to  love  the  truth. 

You  taught  us  industry. 

You  taught  us  life’s  great  qualities 
Faith,  hope  and  charity. 

And  so  today,  in  many  lands. 

Thy  seed  unknown  to  thee. 

Is  bearing  fruit  through  useful  lives 
In  their  community. 

Though  they  be  rich  or  they  be  poor. 

In  hut  or  mansion  dwell, 

Whate’er  their  fate,  whate’er  their  lot. 
Thy  sons  are  serving  well. 


0 Island  fair!  Our  boyhood  home! 

Today  we’re  proud  of  you! 

God  give  us  strength  to  live  the  life 
That  you  taught  us  is  true! 


MR.  RICHARD  BELL,  73, 

Treasurer  of  the  Alumni  Association 

“Mr.  President,  Managers  of  The  Farm  and  Trades  School,  Friends; 

“In  presenting  this  fund  to  the  Managers  of  The  Farm  and  Trades 
School,  let  me  say  that  we,  the  graduates  here  today,  have  watched 
with  great  interest  the  progress  of  our  School,  and  more  especially  dur- 
ing the  last  30  years.  Through  the  school  paper,  “The  Beacon,”  we 
have  seen  from  time  to  time  additions  to  the  course  of  instruction,  in- 
cluding sloyd,  iron  work,  laundry  work,  and  printing,  also  the  practical 
teaching  of  banking,  trading,  and  municipal  government,  all  of  which 
with  the  improved  methods  of  instruction  in  the  class  room,  will  give  the 
boys  a better  knowledge  for  their  future  work,  when  they  go  from  here 
to  earn  their  own  livelihood. 

“We  have  seen  that  some  of  those  who  have  wished  to  pursue 
higher  education  after  leaving  this  school  are  having  an  opportunity  of 
doing  it,  as  far  as  the  means  of  the  Board  of  Managers  at  hand  will 
allow.  Some  are  getting  a college  education.  This  last  I consider  an 
important  step  in  the  progress  of  the  School,  and  the  more  of  this  that 
can  be  done,  the  more  it  will  increase  the  assets  of  the  institution. 

“The  progress  of  the  School  has  had  the  result  of  stimulating  in- 
terest in  the  Alumni. 

“The  Alumni  Association  was  formed  15  years  ago,  to  bring 
graduates  together  and  keep  them  in  closer  touch  with  the  School  and 
one  another  for  the  mutual  benefit  of  all.  The  progress  was  slow  at 
first,  but  in  a few  years  v/e  were  on  a sound  basis,  and  we  have  been 
growing  stronger  all  the  time.  At  the  present  time  we  have  over  ICO 
members  in  good  standing,  all  of  whom  are  interested  in  the  progress 
and  success  of  The  Farm  and  Trades  School. 

“About  two  years  ago,  when  the  centennial  celebration  was  sug- 
gested, a committee  was  appointed  to  have  charge  of  raising  a fund  to 
be  presented  to  the  School.  We  are  gathered  here  today  to  show  our 
loyalty  to  the  School  and  our  interest  in  the  work  accomplished,  and  to 
show  that  loyalty  and  interest  in  a tangible  way. 

“It  is  a great  pleasure,  Mr.  Bowditch,  to  hand  you,  the  President 
of  the  Board  of  Managers,  this  sum  of  money  which,  though  not  as 
large  as  we  would  wish,  is  given  gladly,  and  we  trust  we  may  be  able 
to  give  more  in  the  future  ” 


LETTER  WITH  GIFT 


Alfred  Bowditch,  Esq., 

President  Board  of  Managers, 

The  Farm  and  Trades  School, 

Mr.  President: — 

As  an  expression  of  our  esteem  for  The  Farm  and  Trades  School, 
and  as  a mark  of  our  love  I hand  you  herewith  check  for  $1,700.00, 
being  amount  contributed  by  the  Alumni  in  commemoration  of  the  One 
Hundredth  Anniversary  of  the  School. 

We  would  like  to  have  this  gift  known  as  the  “Alumni  Fund,”  the 
income  to  be  used  as  deemed  most  judicious  by  the  Board  of  Managers. 
But  in  case  the  Board  of  Managers  deem  it  necessary  to  draw  upon  the 
principal  of  the  General  Funds  of  the  School,  they  shall  have  the  right 
to  use  all  or  such  part  of  the  “Alumni  Fund,”  as  they  desire.  As  it  is 
quite  likely  that  further  contributions  will  be  made  through  the  Alumni 
Association,  we  suggest  that  such  contributions  be  credited  to  the 
“Alumni  Fund”  when  so  stipulated,  such  additions  to  be  held  upon  the 
same  conditions  as  the  original  gift. 

Respectfully  yours, 

(Signed)  RICHARD  BELL 

Chairman  Anniversary  Fund  Committee. 


INVOCATION 

REV.  GEORGE  W.  RUSSELL.  ’86, 

East  Dover,  Vt. 

Gracious  God  and  Father  in  Christ  Jesus,  we  lift  up  our  hearts  to 
thee  in  the  love  and  confidence  of  children.  We  acknowledge  thy 
goodness  to  us.  Our  voice  is  raised  in  grateful  praise  for  all  thy  tender 
mercy  and  thy  lovingkindness  shown  unto  us  since  we  last  assembled 
here.  We  thank  thee  for  this  beautiful  day  and  that  so  many  of  us  are 
permitted  to  gather  here  and  participate  in  this  happy  occasion.  Bless, 
we  pray  thee,  the  exercises  of  the  hour  and  all  the  festivities  of  this  day 
to  our  lasting  good.  Be  with  all  who  have  a part  in  the  program.  As 
they  shall  stir  up  our  minds  by  way  of  remembrance,  grant  us  to  humbly 
acknowledge  the  great  debt  of  gratitude  we  owe  to  our  alma  mater  and 
may  the  purposes  of  our  hearts  be  strong  toward  her  in  love  and  loyalty. 
Lord,  it  is  good  to  be  here  today  in  this  place  of  hallowed  memories. 
It  is  good  to  greet  one  another  again  and  renew  the  old  associations. 
It  is  good  to  come  in  touch  with  this  new  and  better  order  of  things  in 
the  life  of  our  School.  It  is  good  to  meet  with  these  teachers  who  are 
giving  themselves  so  nobly  to  the  great  work  of  training  young  life  in 
the  things  of  health  and  industry  and  character.  It  is  good  to  come  in 
contact  with  this  bright,  happy  student  body,  a living  illustration  of  the 
value  of  the  opportunity  offered  by  our  dear  old  School.  Lord  God. 
bless  these  boys.  Help  them  to  obtain  the  most  the  School  can  offer. 
Open  their  eyes  to  see  life’s  higher,  truer  values.  May  they  find  here 
not  only  health  of  body  and  trained  minds,  eyes  and  hands,  but  also  a 
developed  soul  power  that  will  enable  them  in  the  larger  life  of  the  world 
beyond  the  school  to  stand  and  withstand.  Bless  the  alumni,  the  ab- 
sent ones  as  well  as  those  present,  here  today.  Prosper  them  in  all 
right  interests.  Grant  us  to  know  and  accept  the  responsibility  that  is 
ours  of  so  living  among  men  that  we  may  honor  our  alma  mater,  that 
she  may  be  proud  to  call  us  sons.  Heavenly  Father,  bless  Superin- 
tendent Bradley  and  his  good  wife  and  all  these  teachers,  instructors 
and  helpers.  Theirs  is  no  easy  task.  They  need  help  of  thee.  Grant 
them  the  wisdom  that  is  from  above,  and  thy  grace  sufficient  for  their 
every  need,  enabling  them  to  face  every  situation  with  confidence;  and 
may  their  richest  compensation  be  found  in  many  happy,  useful,  manly 


men  who  will  in  the  after  years  rise  up  to  call  them  blessed.  We  praise 
thee  for  the  broad,  generous  philanthropy  represented  by  the  Board  of 
Managers;  for  the  selfsacrificing  interest  of  these  busy  men  of  affairs 
who  have  taken  upon  their  hearts  and  hands  this  true  work  of  God. 
And  for  all  who  stand  with  them  in  the  support  of  this  work  we  give 
thee  heartfelt  thanks.  May  they  hear  the  Master’s  approving  words 
“Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these,  ye  have 
done  it  unto  Me.”  We  praise  thee  for  all  the  good  wrought  here  in 
the  century  past;  for  the  many  boys  trained  by  this  school  who  have 
made  good  in  the  life  of  the  world.  And  we  would  not  forget  to  praise 
thee  for  the  earnest,  faithful  labors  of  former  teachers,  most  of  whom 
have  gone  to  their  reward.  We  thank  thee  for  their  courage  and  faith 
that  persisted  under  unfavorable  circumstances  and  enabled  them  to  lay 
the  foundation  of  this  noble  work  deep  and  strong,  making  today  possible. 
We  pray  for  the  future  of  our  School.  Lord  God,  prosper  The  Farm 
and  Trades  School  and  may  her  light  gleam  brighter  and  brighter  to 
light  the  way  to  a useful  and  happy  life  for  many  and  many  a boy.  And 
all  this  we  ask  in  the  name  of  Him  through  whom  alone  we  have  access 
unto  thee,  our  Lord  and  Savior  Jesus  Christ.  Amen. 
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